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I had never been to Monte Carlo and was curious to know what
it was like. I insisted, however, that we should pay our hotel
bill up to date before we left.
At the Casino door an official asked if I were twenty-one.
My mother flashed angry eyes upon him.
" Of course not! "
Entrance was refused me and it required all my mother's
tact and persuasion to explain away her mistake. In the end
the official smiled a Frenchman's smile and let me pass. With
beginners' luck I played and won. How much I staked I
cannot remember, but I won some twenty-five pounds, and
my mother suggested that as the Fleet was due in two days
at Genoa we should go and meet it. And we did.
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Princess Margaret meanwhile had been writing to me regu-
larly from Egypt describing the various phases of the winter.
At first her letters contained mere descriptions of the things
which impressed her most. The moonlight rides to the
Pyramids and so on. But gradually they evolved a more
personal note. The moonlight rides began to include someone
else. Finally she lost her heart and suffered torments of
anxiety, uncertainty and longing. The whole thing arose out
of an accident. Young Prince Gustaf Adolf of Sweden who
happened also to be in the vicinity of the Pyramids, had been
invited to dine, and was instructed to take Princess Patricia
in to dinner. As he knew neither of them and was too shy
to ask which was which, he offered his arm to the one who
attracted him most. It happened to be the wrong one, but
the result was definite. The mistake wove them into their
destined paths. Ensued more moonlight rides. Finally,
at a ball given in honour of the Connaughts by the Khedive,
Prince Gustaf proposed to Margaret and kissed her on the
balcony. The next letter was a rhapsody :
" Tell my friends—I want them all to know, this is not a
' manage arrangl,' we are in love ! "
On the way home, they stopped at Capri to see the Queen

